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oi the genius had struck whose inspirations he put into
shape ?
In his mind's eye he saw Foch pacing his post of command
with jerky steps, stopping before the immense maps dis-
played on the walls, putting his finger on a minute dot
and describing a curve on the cloth with a wave of the
hand. The little man spoke. He let fall bits of disjointed
and disconnected sentences. Exclamations, little more
than interjections. The leader's thoughts went too fast
for their expression to be entangled in gradual transitions.
He would pause exhausted, as though by the pangs of
childbirth.
" You understand, Weygand ? "
Weygand had understood. Weygand translated Foch,
bringing his schemes within the grasp of Haig, Pershing,
Petain, Debeney, Gouraud, Mangin, all of them. Foch
was dead. Weygand knows well that he is not Foch. He
will ask himself how Foch would have reacted. Foch will
inspire him. And then, if he is not Foch, he is, perhaps,
Turenne, the silent, the dauntless, the prudent. That
Turenne whose campaigns he had retraced in a short book
which is a model of comprehensiveness, clearness and
precision.
Turenne, he said to himself, lacked the genius of the
inspired, but he had the genius which is the outcome of
long patience. The Germany of the early seventeenth
century had felt its power. Why should he not be the
Turenne of the twentieth century?
While the plane was flying rapidly towards Marignane
airport, while responsibilities, plans, hopes and ambitions
were vying -with one another ia Weygand's reflections,
the rumour was passed from mouth to mouth in Paris, in
the armies, through the whole of France: " Weygand is
coming ! He is Commander-in-Chief ! " And such is the
memory of Foch that it was as though Foch lived again!
Many called to mind the break-through of 1918 which
enabled Ludendorffs legions to advance as far as Chateau